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Tien they were silent again, and the interpre-
ter said:

"Thy master thinks a ransom of five hundred
roubles too little. He himself paid two hundred
roubles for thee. Kazi Muhammed owed him
tbat, and he took thee in discharge of the debt.
Three thousand roubles is the least they will let
thee go for. And if thou dost not write they will
put thee in the dungeon and punish thee with
scourging,"

"What am I to do with them? This is even
worse than I thought,'* said Zhilin to himself.
Then he leaped to his feet and said:

"Tell him, thou dog, that if he wants to
frighten me, 1 won't give him a kopeck, neither
will I write at all. I have never feared, and I
will not fear you now, you dog."

The interpreter interpreted, and again they all
began talking at once.

For a long time they debated, and then the
swarthy man leaped to his feet and came to
Zhilin.

"Urns!" said he, "dzhiget, dzhiget urasF And
then he laughed.

"Dzhiget'* in their language signifies "youth."

Then he said something to the interpreter, and
the interpreter said, "Give a thousand roubles!"

Zhilin stood to his guns. "More than five
hundred I will not give/' said he. "You may